Siam
holes, which give one pause. From the first
entrance that we reach, some monkeys which
had come there for shelter, and were sitting in
circle as if for some council, make their escape,
without haste and without cry; it seems that
in this place silence is imposed upon every-
thing. We hear only the furtive sound of
the water as it drips from the trees and stones
after the storm.
My Cambodian guide is insistent that we
should depart. We have no lanterns, he tells
me, on our carts, and it behoves us to
return before the hour of the tiger. So be
it, let us go. But we make up our mind
to return, expressly to visit this temple so
infinitely mysterious.
Before I leave, however, I raise my eyes
to look at the towers which overhang me,
drowned in verdure, and I shudder suddenly
with an indefinable fear as 1 perceive, falling
upon me from above, a huge, fixed smile; and
then another smile again, beyond, on another
stretch of wall, . . . and then three, and then
five, and then ten. They appear everywhere,
and I realise that I have been overlooked from
all sides by the faces of the quadrupled-visaged
towers, I had forgotten them, although I had
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